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Morose Emotions 


Author's Notes: 
[TW: SUICIDEJII i legit cried while writing this and i never actually cry hardcore while writing so this shit 


obviously hit me 


Jason lay awake in the early morning, eyes closed in a futile attempt to sleep. He looked at his clock, then sat 
up when he realized that it was too late to even try. He rubbed his eyes with the heels of his palms and 
pressed them into his sockets as he took a deep breath. 


He swung his legs over the edge of his cold bed and stared at the floor for a few seconds in a melancholic 
daze. He couldn't remember the last time his apartment ever felt warm. He stood up and shuffled slowly into 


the bathroom to splash water on his face to assure himself he wouldn't fall asleep again. 


With his hands planted on each side of the sink, he turned the water on and doused his face with it, shivering 
at the numbness the water caused in his fingertips. He looked up and saw his own bloodshot blue eyes staring 
right back at him. Kirk would always describe them as sunken and dark, almost as if they hadn't seen happiness 


in months. Not too far from the truth, he'd tell himself. 


His curly hair had become something close to a rat's nest, having not brushed it for weeks on end and only 
having it come untangled in the shower during the rare times when he would shower. He left the bathroom 


and came back into his bedroom to get dressed He needed another walk, the third one within four hours. 


He looked out the small, thick-paned window of his apartment to check the weather. It still looked dark, windy, 
and miserably rainy. He saw it as the perfect weather for walking. He threw on the nearest clothes, a 
sweatshirt and a pair of jeans, and headed out the door. He flipped the hood up on his sweatshirt to hide his 


hair from any passing residents. 


The bars had just closed and he lived in an old, dilapidated complex full of alcoholics and college students, mixing 
to be a recipe for unwanted interaction. On the walk down from his floor, the 20th floor, he came into contact 
with what seemed like an entire posse of inebriated teenagers with fake IDs and an alcoholic who stumbled into 


him with a bag of liquor from the liquor store down the street, cold from sitting in her car all night. 


When he made it to the front doors, he made way for another group of intoxicated twenty-somethings and 
continued out the door. He ran his hands against the barred windows as he walked to the sidewalk. 


With every passing car and every passing individual, he heard the sounds of laughing, crying, yelling, and every 
emotion in between. He saw a taxi driver kick a trio of three teenagers out of his cab for pounding on the 
divider too hard, and saw the same driver pull a pistol on the trio to shoo them from his cab. He saw a 
woman sobbing beside a payphone, rambling to a friend over the phone about her misfortunes of falling asleep 


on the bus and ending up in an unfamiliar town as the rain poured down on her. 


He felt morose in his emotions, feeling nothing but the heavy blanket of depression coming over him as it had 
been for the past five months. He kept his head ducked down, ignoring anyone that tried to speak to him. 
Eventually, his thoughts caught up to him despite his numerous attempts to ignore them and he had to return 


to his apartment to call Him. 


The woman asked him where she ended up, but he didn't respond. The teenagers asked him for money to get 
another cab, but he didn't respond. His head kept low until he returned to his apartment. 


When he came to the end of the hall of the 20th floor, passing the same alcoholic woman who blacked out at 
her door with the bag of liquor in her arms and the flock of teenagers who were conversing by the stairwell, 
he unlocked his front door and immediately went for his phone. He scanned through his contact book, then 
dialed His number and called it. He paced around his bed with the base in his hand and already felt hot tears 


stinging and staining his cold cheeks as His phone rang in the room next door. 


‘Hey, this is James. Obviously, | didn’t pick up so just leave me something in my inbox and Hil get back to you 
ASAP!" 


Jason couldn't hold himself back from crying in his voicemail. "I know you're gone, buddy, but | can't stop calling 


you because no matter how much | try, | can't get you out of my head. | just hope you found whatever 


happiness you thought you could find." 


His voice cracked at the end and he hung up, letting out his sobs as he pressed his phone onto his chest 
before putting it back on the base. He walked from his bedroom, down the hall, to the closed door of James's 


room. He had to mentally prepare himself before he could even think about entering the frozen room. 


The doorknob turned slowly when he entered, and the tears streamed faster when he let the door swing open. 
It pounded against the doorstop with a thud. The bed was still neatly made and the dirty American flag stil 
hung in the window as it had since they first moved in The wall still had the same stain Jason had to stare at 


for days on end that not even numerous therapy sessions could erase the memory of. 


The flag was tucked up slightly, showing the outside world and the windowsill behind it. The ashes of his friend 
sat in a small container on the sill, still left the way they were when Jason, Kirk, and Lars placed them there 

the day of his cremation. He walked to the bed, leaned onto it to grab the ashes, and held the small container 
in his hands. His fingers ran over the engraving of the ace of spades on the cap and the small "1963 - 1989" 


inside of it. 


Under the container was the last piece of handwriting James wrote. Jason ripped it out of his journal after the 


cremation 


"To Jason, Kirk, Lars, or anyone else who may find this, 

Ím sorry | couldnt keep going on like you wanted me to. I know you had hopes for me to make it through, and I 
know that its too close to Cliff passing, but | couldn't fake it anymore. Depression is an intense and emotional 
ordeal and when the weak cant take if, they do what I did Jason, | loved and still do love you like a brother and 
Ím hoping you won't be the first to find me because | don't want you to be scarred because of what | did. Kirk, 
you've been the best god damn friend lve ever had in my life, with Jason and Lars. You showed me how to come 
out of my shell and love life when I still could Lars, | love you just as much as | love Kirk and Jason, and you need 
fo keep a promise to me, even when Im gone, that you'll move on from this and not stay with me lke you did 


with CIE | know finding me will be hard Im sorry youll have to see me lke this 

All | have left to say is: excuse the blood | hope it won't be as hard to clean it as I think it will be 

With every love for you guys in the world, James." 

Jason had already slid down the wall by the stain and began crying into his knees by the time he finished 
reading the note. He picked up one of the pictures of James from the nightstand and hugged it close, letting 


out wails of anger and sadness in wake of his endless mourning. 


He stood up with wobbly legs and turned to face the answering machine next to His phone. "Sb unread 
messages since JANUARY TTH, 1989" The machine buzzed out, making Jason flinch. 


He looked down at the ashes, then the picture and returned to his own room, placing the container gently down 


on his nightstand beside his own bed. He stripped back down and got back into his pajamas, then grabbed his 


antidepressants and downed them until there weren't any more in the bottle. He crawled back into his bed and 


brought the covers up to his chest as he wept softly to the ceiling with the frame still in his hands. 


As he drifted off, the last memory he had floating in his empty mind was the last day he spent with James, 
where they laughed until they cried and smiled at the jokes they cracked until they both fell asleep. Then, it 
disappeared. 


